Gustave Flaubert Letters

kicked from behind.    He is detestable, impossible, but out of
the theatre, he is as charming as can be.   Such is fate!

We have had some delightful guests at our house, and we
have had a joyous time without prejudice to the Lettres d\m
Voyageur in the Revue, or to botanical excursions in some
very surprising wild places. The little girls are the loveliest
thing about it all. Gabrielle is a big lamb, sleeping and laugh-
ing all day; Aurore, more spiritual, with eyes of velvet and fire,
talking at thirty months as others do at five years, and ador-
able in everything. They are keeping her back so that she
shall not get ahead too fast.

You worry me when you tell me that your book will blame
the patriots for everything that goes wrong. Is that really
so? and then the victims! it is quite enough to be undone by
one's own fault without having one's own foolishness thrown in
one's teeth. Have pity! There are so many fine spirits among
them just the same! Christianity has been a fad and I confess
that in every age it is a lure when one sees only the tender side
of it; it wins the heart. One has to consider the evil it does
in order to get rid of it. But I am not surprised that a gener-
ous heart like Louis Blanc dreamed of seeing it purified and
restored to his ideal. I also had that illusion; but as soon as
one takes a step in this past, one sees that it can not be re-
vived, and I am sure that now Louis Blanc smiles at his dream.
One should think of that also.

One must remind oneself that all those who had intelligence
have progressed tremendously during the last twenty years and
that it would not be generous to reproach them with what they
probably reproach themselves.

As for Proudhon, I never thought him sincere. He is a
rhetorician of genius, as they say. But I don't understand
him. He is a specimen of perpetual antithesis, without solu-
tion. He affects one like one of the old Sophists whom Socrates
made fun of.
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